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You Said So 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own the band or these people. This is a really awful oneshot that | struggled with. Oh well, done now. 


Hopefully some sick person can get some enjoyment out of it. 


"JANNE!" | shouted irately, pounding a fist against the door to our shared room. No one answered, so | jerked 
the knob, surprised when it gave way, unlocked. | burst into the room, spotting my target sitting in an 
armchair, looking at me detachedly. 


"You fucking told them!" | spat at him, feeling anger coursing through my veins like adrenaline. "Did you think | 
wouldn't notice?" 


‘Calm down" His voice was infuriatingly uninflected, 
"No, why don't you explain why the hell everyone is looking at me funny. Or rather, don't even bother. | already 


fucking know. Its this!" | yanked the padlock necklace tight against my neck, gesturing at it disqustedly. We 
never referred to it as a ‘collar’, though that's what it was. Janne had given it to me and kept the key months 


ago. I'd never felt the urge to rip it off. Not once, until now. Now, it seemed more a method of humiliation than 
a symbol of who | belonged to..or maybe the two had become intertwined due to the situation Either way, it 
was supposed to be our little secret. The rest of the band knew Janne and | were together, but they didn't 
know the details. They didn't know how it was behind closed doors. Again, until now. 


"You told them" My feelings of betrayal laced my voice. "You told them! And you didn't even tell me you were 
going tol" My fists were now balled tightly by my sides. | was fighting to maintain some semblance of control 
over myself. | could feel blood rushing in my face and ears. Janne was still just staring at me. Must be easy 
for him to sit there on his ass. He wasn't the one who had the rude surprise of his bandmates curiously, not- 


so-discreetly glancing at his neck every few seconds. Of course not. It was his fault. 
"Yeah, | told them. They already knew we were fucking." He was so goddamn nonchalant. 


"Was that not enough? You had to show off, make some game out of it? Does that get you off, putting me in 
a situation where | don't know why Roope keeps staring at me weird, or why Jaska is having trouble deciding 
whether to look at my necklace or my face? You could've at least warned me, fucker." | was breathing heavily, 
fueled by red hot emotions that threatened to morph into each other. | was somewhere between yelling more, 
laughing, and crying. My last word hung in the air for what had to be at least a minute. Neither one of us 


moved, but my initial anger was cooling quickly. The weighty silence made my shouting echo incessantly. 
| met Janne's cool eyes, straightening my back instinctively. 


"Alexi, come here." He smiled sweetly, but | knew that trick. That meant he was pissed. His voice was sickeningly 
saccharine. | stayed frozen in place. He regarded me for a moment before standing up himself, striding over to 


me. 


His height advantage became more painfully obvious when he was two inches away, towering over me. 
Somehow the fact that he wasn't touching me added to the tension. Now | was pissed, scared, and hyper- 


aware of every movement disturbing the air around me. Some subconscious instinct kicked in, telling me | 


shouldn't have called him that. | shouldn't have yelled. 
No. He shouldn't have broken my trust. | wasn't going to be manipulated. 


He walked a tight circle around me. "Sometimes you're so stupid you know.." He murmured, trailing a finger 
down my spine. The fact that | was still wearing my t-shirt didn't lessen the urge to shiver that washed over 


me. 


"| don't play games, Alexi. Keeping it secret any longer was turning into just that. We are all adults. Though 
some of us are better at behaving like it." He nodded at me pointedly. 


‘It's embarrassing.” | tried to use his commanding tone. Fail. "I'm the leader of this band and now all of them.. 
they will be looking down on me. Thinking of what we do..what you do. To me." My voice was getting quieter and 


quieter. 


"You of all people should know that this doesn't affect the band. | talked to them." 
"But not to me." 


| don't care. There is no conversation to begin with. | made a decision You respect the decision Or, in this 
case, you don't” His voice had lost the false-kindness. It was cold, hard, and unforgiving. "But | can change your 


mind." 


"Janne, no--" | was cut off by a hand around my neck, forcing me to my knees. When | fell he moved the hand 
from my neck to my hair, jerking my head back to look up at him. With his other hand he more tenderly 
hooked the necklace with his fingers. 


"Do you know why you wear this?" He asked conversationally. 


‘lm sorry." | pleaded, rather than answering. All of a sudden a few questioning band members seemed like a 


cup of tea that | would gladly return to if it meant escaping Janne. 


"Let me show you." He dropped my head. | let it hang, hair flowing in front of my face. "Get on the bed." He 
ordered harshly. | shakily went, sitting on the edge. | waited, expecting him to come over and continue the 


inevitable. Instead he remained where he was, arms crossed. 


"On the floor." He stated as if | were already there. | slid down, slumping on the wooden floor. "Get on the bed." 
What the fuck? Why had he made me come down here just to go right back up? | obeyed despite confusion, 


not wanting to give him further fuel for complaint: 
"Why the hell are you going back and forth so much? | want both hands on the headboard, facing it" 

As | moved | said, "You told me to! 

Finally he walked towards me. He pushed my shirt up to rest a hand on my lower back, drumming his fingers 
contemplatively. Then he dipped lower. | automatically went rigid. | really wasn't in the mood for this. OF course, 


that was probably the point. 


"Suck" Janne presented two fingers in front of my face. | grimaced but acquiesced. Despite myself | felt an 
erection making itself known in my pants. Damn this body. 


"Touch yourself” | looked at him sharply. He knew how much | hated doing this in front of him. There were few 
things that rivaled it in humiliation. | hated knowing he was watching me with his satisfied grin, and | hated 
being practically forced into arousal. | tried to ignore all of this, snaking my hand down the front of my pants 
and palming myself, hoping that would be enough. | squeezed my eyes shut, trying to forget where | was. 


"Okay, pull your pants down and try again. Nice one, though, Allu” Was he almost laughing? My stomach hurt 


as | worked at my clothes. With a bare lower half | resumed my position, tentatively stroking my erection in 
the least sexual way possible. Fuck him. It would've been better if he were just fucking me, actually. Quicker 
too. 

"You hate it so much." He observed. 


"No shit." | grunted back, earning myself a solid spark. | blew out air at the blow. 


"Language. Every time." He chastised. "Keep going. And if you expect to get by on half-assing like you have 
been, think again" 


| picked up the pace infinitesimally. When would this end? Not soon enough. 

"You're doing it until you cum, so keep prolonging the inevitable." 

Fucking perfect. | was still on hands--well, hand--and knees, not a comfortable way to do this by any means. | 

shook my head so that my hair would fall around me like a curtain, making it easier to pretend | was alone and 
thereby to finish this. | allowed my hips to snap back and forth a bit, tightening my grip. 

Long fingers tucked my hair behind my ears and abruptly disappeared. When they returned they gathered my 
hair at the nape of my neck and secured it with an elastic, removing whatever small comfort it had afforded 


me. Then they were gone again, back to mere observance. 


| was at least starting to feel harder in my hand, which was a good sign. | could try using my imagination, but | 
couldn't focus strongly enough to conjure anything with Janne standing a few feet away. 


"There you go. Doesn't look like it'll be too long now." He taunted me, once again rousing a slightly ill feeling of 


humiliation in my core. 

Somehow | managed to convert the feeling into something more useful. Warmth pooled in my groin and | felt 
my muscles tightening. | captured the sound of Jane's voice in my head, using it to my advantage. 

It was so uniquely him. With another round of jerky, uncoordinated strokes the warmth grew to climax. My 
back arched upwards and my eyes squinted tighter. A choked noise was all that emitted my throat. It was fast 
and hollow. It was a punishment as much as any orgasm could ever be. 

| was still kneeling, my own mess smeared on my stomach and under me on the bed. 

"Good boy." Janne said curtly, stepping forward. "Why did you do that?" 


By now | knew what he wanted. The muttered truth. "Because you wanted me to." 


"Did you like it?" He deadpanned. 


"No." 


"That's what | like to hear. Now clean up. | think you've learned your lesson for the moment." He was headed to 


the door. Just before leaving he turned around. 
"| love you." 


And | loved him too, even at my lowest moment. 


